To his Wife

January i, 1903

.,. Now I will recount our uneventful doings. After
writing to you yesterday I went upstairs to my own fire,
and reflecting that it was December 31, decided I must
learn my Ode on Intimations of Immortality to com-
plete my Golden Treasury year as usual It has never got
to the last day before. So I did that, and ultimately dozed
in my chair: and then we dined (wine tolerable!), and
after a cigarette went up again and talked poetry and
people till bedtime, reciting a little to each other. I read
your two great St. Theresa poems after I was in bed, and
turned to sleep about 11.15. Did you see the night? One
of the most glorious and inspiring I ever saw. It is a great
hope to think we may some day in some other state of
being know more about those wonderful worlds. It is
only while these fleshly bonds are on us that " we cannot
hear them ". Do you remember the talk in the garden
in the last act of Merchant of Venice?

ToW.W.Vaughan1

March i, 1903
DEAR WILL,

Yes, it has been a sad fortnight for us all2 But the
whole time since Xmas has really been a wonderful insight

* At that time Assistant Master at Clifton College. Later successively Head-
master of Giggleswick School, Wellington College, and Rugby.

* Referring to the recent death of my half-brother, Arthur LytteltoiL He
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